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The Vesper Garden 

By Gardner Teall . 

Vignettes by Thomas Stothaid from Samuel Rogers's "The Pleasures of Memory," 

London, 1810 

I know a garden fair where fountains play 
And cooling zephyrs blow through fragrant boughs. 
There purling streams are cut by petal-prows 
Of faerie flower-boats a-sail that way. 

The air is white with Hawthorn blossoms blown 
Like falling flecks of snow to deck the earth, 
And patient mother-soil who gave them birth, 
Smiles to see them mumming Winter flown. 

As crimson* sunset, when the day is done, 
Full red blow Roses filling every bower 
With glorious radiance . What sub tie power 
Of potent magic they from Love have won ! 

Just where that silv'ry well holds shaded pool 
To quench perchance the thirst of grateful glade, 
Nestles some Primrose, seeming half afraid 
To fill, its cup of gold with vintage cool. 

The very wheel whereon the Thread of Life 
Is coarsely spun or finely drawn by Her, 
Who, with the Other Two, heeds not its whir, 
Less noisy is than yonder bees at strife. 
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They seek the honey of the Asphodel, 
And all her treasure, despite her moaned grief, 
Tear from her keeping; each, a wanton thief 
Breaks calyx-bolt she thought would guard it well. 

Like sea of Sicily yon laving tide 
Of meadow-land the garden-shore with spray 
Of Sedgegrass kisses in sweet windwaft way; 
The flush-tinged Daisies in the hedgerow hide. 

Lo! Now at eventide the Mignonette 
In fair conspiracy with Jasmine-flower 
Breathes incense to perfume this holy hour; 
A nightingale sings from its minaret. 

So calls to prayer my soul when each day fades, 
And all my heart's song now an angelus 
Becomes as acolyte's hand tremulous 
Swings censer in God's golden glades. 
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